ga?**... 


The Hiftorie of 

Hot. TliatRoane fhal be nsy throne.=Well,I will backehias 
ftraight. Efperance, bid Ti ut kr icadhim foorthinto fheparkc, 
La. But heare you my Lord. 

Hot. Whatfaieft thou my Lady? 

La. Whatisitcarricsyouaway? 

Hot. Why,myhorfe(my loue)myhorfé. > ,cT 

La. Outyoumad-headedape.äwcazclhathnotfuchadeälfc 
offpleene, as you aretoft with. Infaith lie know your bufincs 
Harry, that I will: I feare,my brother Afortimer doth ftir about 
his title,& hachfcntfor you toline his enterpriCc,but ifyou go 
Hot. So far a foote, I fhall be wcary, loue. 
Z<*.Come,come,y ou Paraquito,anfwcrc mcdire&ly.vnto.this 


ry, and if thou wiit notteil me all things true. 

Hot. Away, away you ttiflcr, louc; Ilaucthecnot» 

I care not for thee Kate, tltis is no world '-'-rT 

To play with mainraets, andito tiltwith lips, 

W c muft haue bloudic nofes, and crackt crownes/ 

And paffc thcni currant tqo: gods me my horfe. b 
What faift thou Kate ; what wouldftthou haue withmc ?: 

La Doyou notloucmeSdo^ou notindeede? v 
Wel, do not then? foriinos you lous me not, : 

I will not loue my felfe. Do you notloiue me? 

Nay, tel mc. if you fpeake in icaft, or no? 

Hot. Come wilt tfoouAeroeridcf.fi, 

And whcnlanya horfc back,! will fweare, 

I loue thecinfinitely. But harkeyou£Vav?, 

I muft not haue you henceforth;queftionme? 

Whither 1 go: porreafonwhcre about. 

Whither 1 triaft, 1 muft: and to coimlude,' 

This cueningmuft Ileaue you Gcntle^re. 

I know you wife, but.yet no farther wife; 

Then Harry Pcrcyss wi&. conftant you are, 

But yeta woman.andforfecrccy, 

NoLady elofcr,for I willbeleeue, 

Thou wilt not vttcr what thou doft not know; 

And fo farcwill l truft thee, gernl cKate, 

Lf. Hpw,fofar/ 
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Henrie the fettrik 

Hot. Notaninch furtherrbutharkeyo uRate, 

Whither I goe, thithcr /hall you goc too: 

To day will Ifet foorth,tomorrow you: 

Will this contcnt you Kate? 

Lady. Itmuft offorce. Sxemt. 

Enter Pnrtce and Prittet. 

Primce. A^prethce come out of that fat roome, and lend 
meethy handtolaugh alittlc. 

PPoirtct. Wherc hall hctnHal? 

Priti. With three or foureLogger-heads, amongft three or 
foure fcore tjogs-heads. 1 haue lourided the very bafe ftring of 
Humilitie. Sirra,I am fworne Brother to a leafli of Dra w ers, & 
cancallthcmallby thcir Chriftian names, as Tom, Dicke, and 
Francis: thcy take it already vpon their faloation.that though I 
be but F-rince oflVales,yt-t I am thé King of (furtefe-, and tell mcc 
fiatly,I am not proudlik cFalftalffe-, but a (forinthian, alad 
ofmettalfagood Boy,(by the Lord lo they call me) and when 
I am King oi England, I ihall conunandeail the goodLads in 
EaJtcbeape.Thcy call drinkingdeepe,dyingScarlet 5 and when 
you breath in your watring, they cryhem, and bid you play it 
off.To conclude,! am fo goodaproficientinonequarter ofan 
houre,that I can drinke with any Tinker in his ownc language 
duringmy life. I tell thee Ned, thou haft loftmuch honour,that 
thou wcrtnot with me in this aftion: but fweet Ned 5 to fwec- 
ten whkh namc of Ned, I giue thee this peniworth of Sugar, 
clapteuennowintoroy hand by an vrider Skinker, one that 
neucr fpake other Engliih in his life, then Etghtfhilltngesandfixe 
pences and, Youarereelcomc, with this Ihrill addition, Anm, anon 
ftr\ skoreaPint of Taft ard tn the Halfe mc one, or fo. But Ned, to 
driue away timc till Falflalffe comc,I pretheedoethou ftand in 
forne by roome, while 1 queftion my puny Drawer, to what 
etrd.he gaue me the Sugar,and d oe neuer leaue calling Francis, 
thfthis tale to me may be nothing but, Anon : fteppc aftdc, 
and Ilc fliew thee a prciént. 

Prines. Francis . 

Fnnce. Thou art perfcft, 

Po-ries. Francis. Enter Ttrawer. 

Frd. Anon,anon firjlooke downe into the Pomgarnct, Ralfe. 

^ a Prince, 
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